The    Xtitfli     aLoon  Traquair 


Adagio 


Hear    me  ye  Nymphs  and      ev  -  ry    Swain,  111     tell   how     Peg-gy    grieve*    me,  tho*     thus    I  languifh 


That  day  She  fmilil  She  made  me  glad. 

No   Mjtid  foem'd  ever  kinder, 
I   thought   myfelf  the  luck  if  ft  Lad, 

s,i  1'weetly  there  to  find  her; 
1  frvM  to  fnothe  my  amrous  flame, 

In    words  that  I  thought  tender, 
TV   more  there  paf/d  I'm   not  to  blame, 

I     me.int   not  to  offend  her. 


Yet  now   She  fcornful  flies  the  plain, 

The  fields  we  then  frequented, 
If  e'er  we  meet   She   fhews  disdain, 

She  looks  as   ne'er  acquainted* 
The  bonny   Bufh  MooniM  fair  in  May, 

Its  fweets   III  av  remembers 
But  now  her  frowns  makes  it  decays 

li   fades  as  in  Decemher  . 
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Ye  raral    Powers  that  hear  my  ftrain, 
Why  thus  fhnuld  P'  ggy  grieve,  me, 
OK   makp  her  partner    in  my  pain, 
Then  let  her  f miles  relieve  met 
If  not  my  Love  will  turn  defpair. 

My  Paffion  no  more  tender, 
1*11   leave  the  Bufh  ahoon  Traquair, 

To   lufaely  wilds  1*11  wander.  Volt! 
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Adagio 


Peggie  I  inaft  love  thee 


Ai     from  a  Roc 


V  paft    all   re-lief,The  fhipwrack'd  C»li^  fpy  -  ing,  His   native  foil  oVr     «ome  with 


So    whrn  by  her  whom  long   I  lov  d  t 

I  from'H  was  and  deferted * 
linm  with  dif]  lir  my  fpirits  mov'dj 

To  be  for  ever  parted* 
Thus  droop*  d  I  till  diviner  grace* 

I  found  in  Feggys  mind  and  face* 
Ingratitude  appearM  tfeen  bafe* 

But  virtue  more  engaging. 


Then  now  fince  !\aopily  I  ve  hit* 

I  11  have  no  more  delaying* 
Let   beauty  yield  to  manly  wit* 

We  lofe  ourfelves  in  ft  ay  Ing  } 
111  hafte  dull  courtfhip  to  a  clofe  * 

Since  marriage  can  my  fears  oppofe* 
"Why  fhou*d  we  happy  minutes  lofe* 

Since  P^ggy   I  muft  love  th.ee. 
67 


Men  may  be  foolifh  if  they  pleafe, 

And  deem't  a  lover  s  daty , 
To  figh  and  facrifice  their  eafe, 

Doating  on  a  proad  beauty; 
Suck  was  my  cafe  for  many  a  year, 

Still  hope  fucceeding  to  my  fpar,_ 
Falfe  Betty's  charms  now  difappear, 

Since  Peggv'i  far  outfhi  ne  them. 
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Shore,         may      be       tt>     r e  -  ..  turn     to      Loch  _  a_\rber  "  no  more  • 


The    Hurricanes  rife,    and  rife  evry  Wind, 
They'll  ne'er  make  a  Tempeft  like  that  in  my  Mind, 
Tho   loudeft  of  Thunder  on  louder  Waves  roar, 
Thafs  nothing  like  leaving  my  Love  on  the  Shore  J 
To   leave   thee  behind  me  my  Heart  is  fair  paiifd, 
By  eafe  thafs   inglorious    no  Fame  can  be  gaind, 
And  Beauty  and  tove\  .the  reward  of  the  Brave, 
And  I  muft  deferve  it  before  I  can  crave  . 
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Then    glory   my   Jeany  matin  plead  my  exr ufe , 
Since  Honour  commands  me  how  can  I  ref  ufe, 
Without  it  I  n£er  can  have  Merit  fur  thee, 
Anc{    without    thy   Favour    I*d  better    not   he  .' 
I   gae    then    my  Lafs   to  win  Honour  and  Fame, 
And  if  that  I  fhould  luck  to  come  glurinuf^y  hame  , 

bring  a  Heart  to  thee  with  Love  running  »er, 
And  then  111  leave   thee  and  Lochaber  no  more  . 
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Harpsichord 


P.  Vni'hon 


A  Favourite  Air 
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Rosline  Castle 


Twas       ill      that-        Seafon  of     the     Year,  when      all     things  dgay     and     fweet     ap  -  -pear,     that  . 


hills    and   dales  with     Nanny     rUiig,  »hile    Koiline-  Caftle    heard    the     Swain,  and    ecchoM    back  the     chearful  ftraiu 


A  ■  -it  l- .  fwe£t  Mufe'i  the  breathing  Spring 
With  Kapture  warms,  awake  and  Ting, 
Awake   and  join   the    yocal  throng, 
Who    hail  the  Morning  with  a  Song  : 
T.j   Nanny   raife  the  chearful   lay  , 
('   hid  her  hafte  and  come  away  ; 
1"  fwceleft  fmiles  herfelf  adorn  , 
An<[  add  new  Graces  to  the  Morn  . 


O  hark,  my  Love  L  on  evryr  Spray, 
Each   feathcrd  Warbler  tunes  his  lay  ; 
'Tis  Beauty  fires  the  ravifrTd  Throng , 
And  Love  infpires  the  melting  Song : 
Then   let  my  raptured  Notes  arife  , 
For  Beauty  darts  from  Nanny*  Eyes! 
And  Love  my   rifing  Bofom  warms  , 
And  fills  the  Soul  with- fweet  alarms  . 
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Ol  come    my  Love  !  thy   Colins  lay 
With   Kapture  calls,  O  come  away  . 
Come,  while  the  Mufe  this  wreatli  fh all  twine 
Around  that  mndelt  Brow  of  thine  . 
O     hither  hafte,  and  with  th  ee  brin^J 
That  Beauty  blooming  like  the  Spring 
Thofe  Graces  that  divinely  fhiiie  , 
And  charm  this  raviftTd  Breaft  of  mine  • 


;2 


Adagio 


The  Lafs  of  Patie's  Mill. 


The    Lafs  of  Peaties  Mill,  So  bonny,  Myth,  and   gay,      In   fpite  of  all  my  fkill,     She  ftole  my  Heart  a  ^  way.  When 


teiulitiff  of  the    Hav,    •    Bureheaded  on  the   Green,  ,  Lo"ve  midft  her  loclcs  did     play,   and  wantond  in  her  E'en. 


Her  Arms  white,  round,  and  fmooth, 
Breafts  rifing  in  their  dawn, 
To  Age  it  woud  g*lve  Youth* 
To  prefs  *em  with  his  Hand* 
Thro*  all  my  Spirits  ran. 
An  e-xtafy  of  Blifs. 
When  I  fuch  fweetnefs  fand, 
Wrapt  in  a  balmy  Kifs  • 

Allegro      Over  the  Water 


Without 


3 

i  help  of  Art  , 
Like  FlowVs  that  grace  the  wild, 
She  did  her  fweets  impart  , 
When  e'er  fhe  fpoke  or  fmild, 
Her  looks  they  were  fo  mild, 
Free  from  affeifted  pride  , 
She  me  to   Love  "beguild, 
I  wifh'd  her  for  my  Bride  • 


O  had  I  all  the  Wealth  , 
Hopetonns  high  Mountains  fill, 
InfuVd  long  Life  and  Health, 
And  Pleafure  at  my  Will, 
I*d  promife  and  fulfil, 
That  none  but  bonny  fhe  , 
The  Lafs  of  Peaties  Mil), 
Shoud  fhare  the  fame  with  me  . 
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Love  is  the  cause  of  my  Mourning 


By  a    .murmuring  ftream  a  fair   Shepherdefs      lay,     be  fo  kind,  0    ye     Nymphs,  I       oft  heard  her     fay  ,  till 

0  •  P  f'rt  i    i      rl  i  .—p-l — i — — ^  ,rrT-**. 


Beauty    ajnd    Charms,  de_  reive  me,  for   Strephons  cold  heart  never  warms;  yet  bring  me  (his  fjtrephon,  ill   die   in   his  Arms- 


muss 


that  I    have  luv<£  him  fo".  then  on  my  pale  Cheeks  no  blufties  will  fhow     that  Lave  is  the     caufe   of  mv     Mourn  inii  i 


Her  eyes  were  fcarce  clotM  when  Strephon  came  by ; 
He  thought  fheM  been  .fleeping,  and  foftly  drew  nigh; 
Bnt  finding  her  breathlefs,  Oh  HeavW  [  did  he  cry, 

Ah   Chloris  !  the   caufe    of  my  Mourning  . 
Reftore   me  my   Chloris,  yv  Nymphs   life  your  Art, 
They   fighing,  replyM,  'twas  yuurfelf  fhot  the  dart, 
That  wounded   the   tender  young  Shtpherdefs  heart, 

And   killd   the  poor,  Chloris  with  Mourning. 
Ah  then,  is  Chloris  dead,  Wounded  by  me!  he  faid, 
ii\   follow  thee  chalte  Maid,  down  to  the  filent  (hade  . 
kTheu   on  her  cold  fnowy    breaft  leaning  his  head  „ 

Expird  the  poor  Strephon  with  Mourning  . 
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Volt" 
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That  day  She  fmild  She  made  me  glad. 

No   Maid  feem'd  ever  kinder, 
T  thought   myfelf  the  luckfeft  Lad, 

So  fweetly  there   to  find  her  : 
I  try'd  to  foothe  my  amrous  flames 

In    words  that  I  thought  tender., 
If  more  there  pafs*d  I'm  not  to  blame, 

I    meant  not  to  offend  her. 


Tet  now  She  fcornfal  flies  the  plain, 

The  fields  we  then  frequented. 
If  e'er  we  meet   She   fhews  disdain, 

She  looks  as   ne'er  acquainted*. 
The  bonny   Bufh  bloom'd  fair  in  May, 

Its  fweets  I'll  ay  remember. 
But  now  her  frowns  makes  it  decay, 

It  fades  as  in  December  ■ 


Ye  rural    Powers  that  hear  my  ftrain, 
Why  thus  fhould  Peggy   grieve  me, 
Oh   make  her  partner   in  my  pain, 
Then  let  her  f miles  relieve  me: 
If  not  my  Love  will  turn  defpair, 

.  My  Paffion  no  more  tender, 
IU   1  eave  the  Bufh  aboon  Traq,u;iir, 
To  lonely  wilds  1*11  wander. 


Peggie  I  luuft  love  tliee 


S«    whfn  by  her  whom  long  I  lov*d  * 
I  fcorn'd  was  and  deferted* 

Ijow  with  difpair  my  fpirits  mov'd, 
To  he  forever  parted; 

Thus  droop* <l  I  till  diviner  graces 
T  found  in  Peggys  mind  and  face* 

Ingratitude  appear'd  then  bafp> 
But  viTtae  more  engaging. 


Then   now  fince  happily  I've  hit* 

I  11  Have  no  more  delaying* 
lift   beauty  yield  to  manly  wit* 

We  lofe  ourfelves  in  ftaying* 
111  hafte  dull  courtfhip  to  a  clofe, 

Since  marriage  can  my  fears  oppofe* 
Why  fhou'd  we  happy  minutes  lofe* 

Since  Peggy  I  muft  love  thee. 


Men  may  be  foolifh  if  they  pleafe* 

And  deem't  a  lovers  duty* 
To  figh  and  facrifice  their  eafe* 

Doating  on  a  proud  beauty* 
Such  was  my  cafe  for   many  a  year* 

Still  hope  fucceeding  to  my  fear* 
Falfe  Hetty's  charms  now  difappear, 

Since  Peggy's  far  outfhine  them* 
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Shore.        may      be       to     re  -  -  turn    to      Lock  _  a_  _ber      no  more 
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The    Hurricanes   rife,    and  rife  ev  ry  Wincf, 
They  11  ne'er  make  a  Tempeft  like  that  in  my  Mind, 
Tho  loudeft  of  Thunder  on  louder  Waves  roar, 
ThatS   nothing  like  leaving  my   Love  on  the  Shore  J 
To   leave    thee  behind  me  my  Heart  is  fair  painM , 
lt\   cafe  that's   inglorious    no  Fame  can  be  gaind, 
And  Beauty  and  Love's  .the  reward  of  the  Brave, 
And  I  muft  deferve  it  before  I  can  crave  . 
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Then    glory   my   Jeany  maun  plead  my  excufe, 
Since  Honour  commands  me  how  can  I  ref  life, 
Without  it  I  ne'er  can   have  Merit  for  thee, 
And   without    thy   Favour   Id  better   not  be  : 
I  jjae    then    my  Lafs  to  win  Honour  and  Fame, 
And  if  that  I  fhould  luck  to  come  glorioiifly  hame  , 
ill  bring  a  Heart  to  thee  with  Love  running  o'er, 
And  then  ill  leave  thee  and  Lochaber  no  more  . 
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Rosline  Castle 


Awake,  fweet  Mufe!  the  breathing  Spring 
With)  Rapture  warms,  awake  and  fing. 
Awake  and  join  the   vocal  throng, 
Who  hail  the  Morning  with  a  Song  : 
To  Nanny   raife  the  chearful   lay  , 
()   bid  her  hafie  and  come  away  ; 
In  fweeteft  fmiles  herfelf  adorn  , 
And  add  new  Graces  .to  the  Morn  . 


O  hark,  my  Love  I  on  evry  Spray, 
Each  featherd  Warbler  tunes  his  lay; 
'Tis  Beauty  fires  the  ravifhM  Throng , 
And  Love  infpires   the  melting  Song: 
Then   let  my  rapturM  Notes  arife  , 
For  Beauty  darts  from  Nanny's  Eyes  .' 
And  Love  my  rifing  Bofom  warms  , 
And  fills  the  Soul  with  fweet  alarms  . 
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Ol  come   my  Love  1  thy  ColinV  lay 
With  Rapture  calls,  O  come  away  . 
Come,  while  the  Mufe  this  wreath  fhall  twine 
Around  that  modeft  Brow  of  thine  . 
O    hithjr  hafte,  and  with  thee  bring 
That  Beauty  blooming  like  the  Spring 
Thofe  Graces  that  divinely  fhine  , 
And  charm  this  ravifhM  Breaft  of  mine  • 
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The  Lafs  of  Patie's  Mill 


Her  Arms  white  ,  round,  and  fmooth, 
Breafts  rifing  in  their  dawn, 
To  Age  it  wou'd  g*vtJ  Youth, 
To  prefs  'em  with  his  Hand, 
Thro*  all  my  Spirits  ran, 
An  extafy  of  Blifs. 
When  I  fuch  fweetnefs  fand, 
Wrapt  in  a  balmy  Kifs  • 

Over  the  Water 


Without  the  help  of  Art  , 
Like  FlowVs  that  grace  the  wild, 
She  did  her  fweets  impart  , 
When  e'er  fhe  fpoke  or  fmild, 
Her  looks  they  were  fo  mild, 
Free  from  affected  pride, 
She  me  to  Love  beguild, 
I  wifh'd  her  for  my  Bride  . 


O  had  I  all  the  Wealth  , 
Hopetouns  high  Mountains  fill, 
lnfur*d  long  Life  and  Health, 
And  Pleafure  at  my  Will, 
I'd  promife  and  fulfil. 
That  none  but  bonny  fhe. 
The  Lafs  of  Peaties  Mill, 
Shou'd  fhare  the  fame  with  me  • 
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StrepWsths  canfe   of  Moujg^  ,  ing  .  But  firft  fairf  fhe>  l.t  me  g„  doy,n  to   the  n,a<{fc!,  btlo,,' ier  you  let  St.eph 


on  know 


that  I    have  lovd  him  fo:  then  on  my  pale  Cheeks  no  blufhes  will  {how    that  Lore  is  the     catife  of 


Her  eyes  were  fcarce  closed  when  Strephon  came  by ; 
He  thought  fhed  been  fleepiug,  and  foftly  drew  nigh; 
But  finding  her  breafhlefs,  Oh  Heavens  1  did  he  cry, 

Ah   Chloric  1  the   caufe    of  my  Mourning  . 
Reftore  me  my  Chloris,  ye  Nymphs   ufe  your  Art, 
They  fighing,  replyM,  'twas  yourfelf  fhot  the  dart, 
That  wounded   the   tender  young  Shepherdeis*  heart, 

And   killd   the  poor   Chloris  with  Mourning  . 
Ah  then,  is  Chloris  dead,  Wounded  by  me!  he  faid, 
fll  follow  thee  chaOe  Maid,  down  to  the  filent  (hade. 
Then    on  her  cold  fnuwy    breaft   leaning  his  head, 
.  Expifd  the  poor  Strephon  with  Mourning  . 
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